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§ g LESS NOISE
[ A0SR, ResTivery \IN THERE ! ;
f ANO! T wWiLL NoT =
AccepT LESS THaw \ N 4
| FORTY THOUSAND )
| For THAT HEAD OF
| CABBAGE' 111 ;! -
: Give 1T To THE
METROPOLITAN .
{ -.\_:\_f\II:,-LH,I.i\ f‘”?S"E__,J_'
\\.___,-\_____p ‘Q.._-_,
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v The _\“.mnu Ty milross the way i |
she'd certninly ke 1o do something
i the poor saldiers over thers In e
- trenches If It was nothing more tha
. emhroldering w0 fow nilve dresslng
table covers Yor tliein
: Clever Henry
) Bhe itenrfully) Heury, nu o1
e gngement s nt an end, and | wish to |
‘.I return to You evervihing vou have !
ever glven me,
4 He  icheerily) Thanke, Blanclis’
You may hegin At once with the
kinson’ —
They nie marcied now Feareon's \\ T, #
Weekly., ‘

SCHOOT,

DAYS
—-:)_f'-'.! ¢ ive this note toyour mother,
(\: "SHam!d‘ { want her to know \

. how WELL you are : e{lirﬁ
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" Zon%ﬂ\is will inform her
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with yeur arith

n
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' Caustic - A SURE THEING
g "I tell you, hearing those star opern
singers an the phonograph Is almost
ay goodd a8 hearing them on the
wlnge ®
“Far better You can #hut them
off whenever vou llke on the phono
Rraph.”
i~
| .
]
.
Y
- Fm debating whether to o on s party after the game or not*
Let you win”
=—london Bystsnder — R = —_ - —— 2 -——
Pessimistic Curate (to mun who has No Escape The Sands of Time
[ lost his business through the war has Crivwlord You must have felt
thres sons at the front, has just been pleawed when the family next Qoor
shown the houseleeping bill for 1he with the phonograph moved out,
quarter and recelved his Income tax as- Crabwhaw—1 was at flest; but the
repmmant ) —Belleve me, things will be
worse before we are done. We haven't people who moved dn play the uku
suffered at all yet! lele '
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- London Opluion,

The Optimist—Chser up, Bert! The
@ War willi goon be over, and we'll ail be
back in good old B |
The Pesstmint—"Tis wll very well for
you to talk like that, Charlie—you're
one of the lucky ones. But 11l never see
Blighty no maore. you and the
boys o home they'll put me on to
emplyin’ the blinkin' sandbags !

~ Handicapped

THE AFTERG

LOW

A Sequel to "Beyon&‘ the Great Op)jy
By GEORGE ALLAN ENG

THE STORY THUS FAR

Ones mors on earth after thaie axperi-
ences in the abyss, [eatricra and Allan start
for thelr bunsaiow on the Hudeon AN
they near Hope Villa thay sss that the
hords of heast savages has infested 1he
bullding and sraunds, and (hat the In-
Yuders have st fire to the home, Froken
hearted, Allan guides his meroplans toward
the mreat Gathin cathedral on Storm King.
where records of the tast pligrimage after
Iha great disaster are hidden  Among the
recordn i & phonasraph and discs inelpd-
ing the weddineg service, Thers, in the de-
werted rulne of the catliedral, Hestrice and
Allan are mgrried

The two return to the #dgs of tha ahyee
and prepare A cave af Hsttlemant - s
whees Allan plans to bring the Folk from
the undarwarll The raves snabls him 16

keop the white -balred, shite-skinned peo
pis away from the hright sun u-_mn: the
dny Allan returne with twoe of the Mery

to fAnd that &
e The Lhrea men
vifntinues his work
WK Rettiement

chanme on his Arse

ip

]
the 0

Willa Allan teirches the men the rud
manis of  vonstroction and ~ivilisation
Flemtrioe inmtructn the whmen and enlidren
I sbgoms kad ine thess YR’ During the
[ it ta the 1wa re

nan rare. ' Afier e

O

Hemtrive

n =arth, Aljan

HhiEea

wEDIn ds him

CHAPFTER XXN—(Continued)
b ES, vou know Your jden of training

three or four of the most intelligent

till the nalls pierced the delicate, feah,
eyen staring, face wazen, only for the sak:
of the child suppressing tha sobs and
heart-torn cries that sought to burst from
hor overburdened soul

Uk, Allan! Allan!" she would entreat,
ns though he eould know and hear. “Oh,
come back to me! What han happened?
Where are you? Come back, eome back to
yvour hoy—to me!"

Then, betimes, she would eatch up the
child and straig it to her breast, even
though it awakeMhd. It eries would min-
gle with her angulshed weeping; nand In
the firelit gloom of the cave they two-—
she who knew and he who knew not—
would in some measursa comfort one ans
other

On the eighth day she sustained a tor-
rible mhock., & sudden joy followed by so
polgnant a desprir that for & moment it
seemed to her human naturs could endure
fin mare and she munt die

For, eagerly watching the cloud-patched
uky with the telescons from the cliff-top
whils on the terrace old Gesafam tended
thd  child—sha thought wsuddenly to bes
hold a distant vislon of the aeroplans!

A tiny spot in the héavens, trul_\" was
moving acrosn tha fleld of vision!

With m cry, a nudden flushing of her
face. now w0 wan and coloriess, she sesmed
thraw all her senses into one sSense,
the power of sight. And though her hand
began o shake so ferribly that she could
only with a great effort hold the glass, she
stendled It agalnet a fern-tree and thus
munnged to find agaln and hold the mov-
ing speck = "

I'ite Pauillas! Was it Indeed the Paull-
lae and Mian™

“Mereiful heaven " she
“Hring him back—to me ™

Again  she watched, her whols soul
aftame with bhops and eagerness and trem-
o ready to burst into & hiage of
happiness —and then came disitlusion and
despair, bincker than ever and more ter-
rihile

For suldenly
wheelod nnd rosg
pight of wings
anky seme hugs trople
horigon condar,
creature of nir

Then, o th a guiek swoup, the vule
tury sl u and  wvanished belind n
Blua hill-shy the waman dropped her
kil stk to earth ana —hulf fainting—
burst into n terrible, dry, sobbing plaint
Her teard, long #ince exhausted, would not
flsw. wirief could pass no forther Hmite

Alter n time she grew caliner, aross nned
thought of her child once more. Slowly
she veturmed down the vin dolorosa of
the terrace path, the walk where she and

10

stammered

the rr.-n’:ng.upm'k turned,
ne second Alie eaught
Ehe Knew how it was
hird roon the
viulture wor other

i
the
"

man ta s, and perhaps building ofis or twg
mhre planes—that s, extablishing & regu-
lat servioe to and from the Abyss That
would he wo much wiser, Allan' Think
how dead’'y imprudent |t s for vou, you
metsiinlly, to inke thin rFisk évery time!
Wi f wnvthing should happen
LAY won't® v ean't
What would become of Lhe sony *
| We haven't got anvthine ke enough of o
! irt b o mheadd with, meking you ! | sponk
mow without sentiment or fo smanky
fenr it et wh ow eommi P Prae-
' L Viewed nt that sangle, sught
oy o take the Flsk aguin?
here no time now. darling, o bulld
e ey No time ta teach Aving!'
We e ot Lo rebrilt the calony As fAast as
| pessiible, In cane nf emergencies. 'Wh i
I hasen' made a trip mifien sinen Gnd
Knows when Its time 1 was off now |
Allan
We
dipipsise  you never ment againt With
the populition we now have, and the nat-
turn VU i whlildn't eiviiizatinn ro-os-
rl"'.'|l i II'IF m time®
I ndaubiedis Rut think how  long It
solid take ! Fyery additinnnl peraon im
= | puirtiegd piate us ahead tremendguniy T mns
evir be abhia to bring nil the Folk, all the
| Laneknarn, and those other mystorious yvel
fow=hnlred people they talk about from He-
med the Grent Vordex. HRut T oan do my
shimre, nnvhow  Ogr boy here may hava (o
J' mplete the process Tt may Take i Vifes |
fime 1o meonmplial the rescue. hut 1t mu tI
he ddor
<o s oure deteemingd to go agaln ™
I I inust
She meiged h hnnd impioringly
And leave un? lLeave your hoy? lLeava |
|
tmly 1o return =non, darling’ Very |
| i |
| Hut after thie ane ton, will you prom
| the 1o train somehody eles o B0 In Your
ace™
'l mad, dearest
No, ho Nat that ! Promise
| Shie had drawn his head down, and now

i'h-. fave close 1o his wans trembling in her
CARFIIARD
C o lee !

:; denly moved by
1 -

“1 promise, Beta he exclalmed tind
I didn't kiow sou wers fo deadly afrald
of my Hitle expeditions' If I'd understood
I mighit hitve been arranging otherwise al-

Promi=se me, Allan! You

her entreaty, hae

rendy, But | eertainly will change matters
when 1 get hack. Omly let me go once more,
durllng—that' |l be the last thme, | swear |t
1o vou !

She gave w greal wigh of relief unspenk-

able and Ke silence, Hut in her cves he
paw the shine of sudden tears
- - -

Allan had been gone more than four days
and a hinlf befors Heatrice allowed herself
to realins or E wiw ledge 1he slelk terror
that for somoe hours had beon growing in
hey monl

Hiz ususl time of return had hitherto
heen just & Nttle over three dave. Some-
times, with favorable winds to the brink of
the Abyvss, and unususlly strong rising
vurrents of vapora from the sunken ses
frean the Vortex, perhape®—he had been
able to make the round trip in sixty hours
mare than & hundred and cight
trice, carry-
him up tha
paliraded

But now
hours had lagged Ly sines He
ing the Loy, had aocompanied
stonp path 1o the hangar in the
| elearing

How
hnd  boen
hnpes . and
aveident or
v inud

®he recalled his farewell Kiss given to the
child and 1o herself, his careful inspection
nf the machine, hils short and vigorous or-
derk, and the supreme skill with which
he had leaped aloft upon ite back and gone
whirring up the sky U distance far to the
northwestward hud swallowed him.

And minee that hour no sign of return, No
ppeck against the blue. No weleome chatier
of the engine far aleft, no hum of huge
biades benting the summer air! Nothing!

Nothing s=ave ever-growing fear and an-
Rulsgh, vain hopes, fruitiess peerings toward
the dim horizon aRgonizing t-:l[mt'!allnnl
aiways frustrated, p vast and swiftly grow.
Ing terror

Beatrice eringed from her own thoughts
She dared not facs the truth,

For that way, she felt Instinctively, lay
madness

eonfident. strong he
filled with great dresma and
vigione® No thought of peril,

possibile fuilure had olouded his

lght-henrted,

CHAFTER XXI
Allan Returns Nol,

IVE days dragged poast, then six, then

saven, and still no sign of Allan came to
lighten tha terrible and growing anguish
of the woman

All day tong she would watch for him—
save at such timea as the eare and nursing
af her child mercifully distracted her atton.
tion & Httle while from the Intolerable grief
and woe consuming her

She would stand for houra on the rock
terrace, peering into the northwest; she
would climb the steep path a dozen times
A day, and in distraction pace the cliff-top
Innide the palisaded aren, where now poms
few wild shesp and goats were penned In
process of domestication,

Here she would walk, calling in valn his
name to the uncaring winds of heaven.
With telescope she would untiringly sweep
the far reaches of the horizon, hoping. ever
hoping, that at each moment & vague and
distant speck might spring te view, wing
its swift way southeastward, resolve iteelf
inte that one and only blessed pight her
whole soul craved and burned for—the
Pauillae and her husband !

And-mso, till night fell and her strained
eyes could no longer distingulsh anything
but swimming mists and vapors, she would
walch, her every thought a prayer, her
every hope a tormént—for sach hope was
destined only to end in disappointment
bitterer far than death,

And when the shrouding dark had robbed

1a
rible and drear
would begin the long night wvigil
ulacrum of

Allan had po often nnd s gavly trodden ;
the path now =o bareen. so hateful, so sol-
itars

Ta her
B
hling arms

Tt e she returned. and in
she cherished him—in her trem-
and the tears came &t Iast,
welcoma and heart-stilling

[RI1] Cesnfom RAazing acompassionately
with troubled pyes thiat blinked behind thelr

mica shields, laid o comforting hiand op
the girl's rhoulder

Iy mint weep, O Yulela, mistress " she
exclimed In her own tongue. " Weep not,
or thers i still b RBee, nll things are
going on_an before in the colony ! Hhe
Eestured toward the lower cuves, whenoe
the poundeg of siithy work and ether taoll
dreilted upward Al i ver well with us
Oty our Kromno s nway.  And he will you
wome!  He will eome back to us—to the

child, 1o you, to all who love and abey him !

Deatrice aeizged the old woman's hand and
Kinsed it in a burst of gratitude.

“tthe—if 1 could only belleva

sobhed
(1]

youl" she

will e s
him, #0 strong
hack ! He wit] "
"Whist could happen® A hundred thingn,
Gesanfum ' One tiny ‘break in the Nying
bont pod he might be hurled to earth or
down the Abyss to death®
Falk, he may live been defeated, for many
of the Folk are still savage and very cruej !

What eould happen to
o brave? He must come

O, amnng yvour_}-

Or, the Heordet

“The Horde? But the Horde, of which
vou hiuve so often #spoken, Is now afar.”

“ND sufam Even today | saw their
signul Créx on the horigon.”

The old woman drew an arm anbout the
Rirl Al barbarian that whe was, the
eternal, universal spirit of the feminins

| A STORY FOR SPARE MOMENTS |

pervading her made her akin with the msor-
rowing wife

“Cio rest,” she whispersd “T understand
I, too, have wept and mourned, though that
wan very long ago in the Abyss My man,
my Nausank, s very bravg and stropg
catehor of fish, fought with the Lanskaarn—
and he died. 1 undersiand, Yuleln'! You
must think no more of this now. The child
noeds your strength, You must rest Go ™

wontly, vet with firmness that was not to
he disputed, she forced Beatrice Mo the
eave, made her lla down and prepared o
drink for her

‘Though Beta knew Il not, the wise old
woman had steeped therein a few leaves of
the ronyilu weed, brought from the Abysa,
a powerful saporific.  And presently w cer-
tatn ealm and peace began o win porses-
slon of her moul.

For a time, however, distressing visionn
wtifl continued to flont bhefora her disordered
mind Now whe seamed o behold the
Pauillne. flaming and shattered, whirling
down, over and over, metsor-swift, into the
purple mists and vapors of the Abyss,

Now the scane changed ; and nhe saw it
orushed and broken, 1ying on somae far rock-
ledge, amid impenetrable forests, while from
beneath & formiess tungle of wrecknges pro-
truded a hand-—his hund —and g thin, drip-
ping stream of red.

Ginsping. =hs sought to struggle up and
stare about her; but the drugged draft
waa too potent, and she could not move
Yet still the visions came agaln—and now
It seemed Yhat Allan iny thers, in the woods,
romewhers afar, transfized with an envens
omed spear, while In a erowding, hideous,
jubbering swarm the distorted, beast.-like
anthropolds jostled triumphantly ail about
him, hacked at him with flinta and knives,
flayed and dismembered him, Inflicted un-
Imaginable mutilations <

Hho knew no more. Thunks to the won-
drous beneficence of the ronyilu, she slept
n deep and dreamless slumber. Even the
child being Jaid on her breast by the old
woman—who smiled, though in her eyes
wtood teare—even thia did not arouse hor,

Hhe wlept. And for a few blessed hours
sha had respite from woe and pain un-
sptakable.

At Iast her dreams greaw troubled. Shoe
seemned caught In a thunderstorm, an earth-
qunke She heard the smashing of the
lightning bolts, the roaring shock of the
reverberation, then the orpsh of whuttered
bulldings= -

A sudden shock awoke her. She thought
n fulling bBlock of stone had steuck her arm
But it wan only old Gepafam shoaking her
in tefror

“ih, Yulela, noa!" the nurse wans crying
In terror, - "Up! Waken! The oliff falls!
Awake, awake !

Beatrice sat up In bed, eonsclous through
all the daxe of dreams quick broken, thut
some calnmity—somes vast and unknown
perib—had smitten the eolony at Settlement
Cliffs N

CHAPTER XX
The Treason of H'Yembn
N'i‘l‘ ¥ot even fully awake, Healrice was
conscloun of n sudden, vant responsi

bility 1hidy on her shoulders She @t the
thrill of leadership and command, for in
her hands alone now rested the fate of the
community

Cut of bed she sprang, her grief for the
moment crushed aside. aquiver now with
the spirit of defense against all (s that
might menace the eolony and her child.

“I'ha oliff falls?" she oried, sturting for
the deorway

“NSen, mistross !

Hath women heard a grating, erushing
sound.  The whale fabrie of the cuvern
trembled agaln, ns though shuddering ; then,

Hurk !"

far below, n grinding ernsh re-echood —zaud
now rose shouts, ories, walls of pain
Already Beatrice was out of the door

and running down the tervace

“Yuleln ! Yulein!” the old woman stomd
sereaming after her, “"You must not go!"

She answered nothing, hut ran the fuster
Already she could see dust rising from
the river brink; and louder now the cries
blended in an anguished chorus as she sped
down the terrace,

What could have happened? Fow groat
wus the catastrophe? What might the death
roll be?

Her terroza ahbout last

Allan had st

Polly Perkins

O ONE would have stigmatized Polly
Nl'nkum na being insane. Tocentric,
mentally unbalanced she certainly was and
another couple of years might possibly see
her comfortably ensconsed in & home for
incurables. For the present she was hap-

iy If whimnaleally dodiiclled In a tiny cot-
tage on Long Tsland. Miss Poliy's mentnl
stinle was the cause of rude Jeats from

village children and one of amused intéregt
to older minds  Week-end guesis wers sure
1o be taken past the abode of Polly Parkins
just nE they were Invariably regaled by
the story of the hauntedehouse on the oid
farm romnd

“She's dippy on the subject of pink.”
said Jimmy Hogers an he strolled past Mlias
Perkina's cottage with Bob Hawthorne after
a swim In the sound

“I wouldn't have belleved it Iaughed
Hawthorne an he eyed with amused ginnes
the pink.painted cotiags, the pink flowsr
gardens, pink gute posts and outbulldings.
1 suppose she has pink bows on all tha
live mtock,” he commented,

“She surely has.” chuckled Jimmy, “every
living chicken in the barnyard has a pink
bow on his neck.”

“You're joking!" exclaimed Hawthorne,

but at that moment the cluck, cluck of
the di d birds & d thelr presencs
and both men laughed aloud.” A most

tidy little flock of chickens, each bird wear-
ink & pink bow on Its neck, came pecking
away over Miss Polly's front lawn

“I"don’'t call that eccentrc. [ oall it
plain ‘eracked.’ " sald Hawthorne. ““What

ind of & freak Is this Polly Perkina?' he
shed. -

“Not so much of & freak as you'd expect,"
sald Jimmy, as they moved along the street,
“Of course, she dresses entirely in pl'l'k and
Inoks ot half had under the pink sunbon-
net ghe wears nbout the garden. You know
sha writes stories and things for the mag-
nEines. "

“That mccounts for it,” mald Hawthorne;
“they are nearly all dippy on some line,
thess writer people.”” After that the two
men fell into a discussion of the yacht
races being held at the club and ‘rompﬂy
forgot all about Polly Perkins and her
chickens,

It wers not until n few days later that
Hawthorne, lollimg in Jimmy Rogers's ham-
‘mock, looked up to see n loge chicken cluck-
ing away and pecking contentsdly for vermin
In Rogers's well-kept lawn. The chicken
had & more or lesa bed pink bow
on Its neck that sadly |nterfered ot times
wl:.‘h the capturing of h!nt’- from the

grasses, and Hawthorne swors softly under
his brenth, The chicken flew mudly out of
his sluckened clutch and the pink-clad one
opened startled eyes that wero smiling with
recent dreams. %

Hawthorne's conversntional ability wan
lost somewhera in the blue depihe '..r har
Yo He only stood and stared down ot
her. It all mentally unbalanced persony were
s0 lovely to look upon as Polly Porkine
Hawthorne hoped he would meot muny of
that variety on his life's path

“You've no right to ba snorving in that
wet grass." he sald-—that happensd b ba
the only thought he ssemed able to give
vales to,

"I was not snoring, and the
A8 dry an a bone” the girl said
perity.

Erasa ia
with as-
Bhe had arisen to a sitting posture

and was endeavoring to coax back the
frightened chicken. *I don't’ Know why —
all men think that every blade of grass

in the universe, is continually wet BNYWARY,
Men creatures invariably think of sneez-
Ing and rheumatism instead of electricity
and renewed life coming out of the grass,™

She had got the chicken back by con-
tingied coaxing the while she was nddress-
ing her remarks* to Hawthorne and was
petting it with two charmingly white hands.
Hawthorne found himself wishing himself
the pet chicken of an eccentric writer er-
son whose manin was nn overfondness for
pink. a

“Are you Miss Polly Perkins? he nnked,
when her wldc-qlmn eyes aguin roamed to-
ward his face. He wanted to make nure of
her ldentity.

"Yes, I am," she said. "Is there Ay
¢ you would like to know, Rude
7 ahe Inquired with a peculinrly dis-
concerting frankness. K

Hawthorne stiffened perceptibly ;  then,
remembering Misa Perkins's mental opn-
ditiom smiled In what he supposed to by a
e Folly Perking the oo

o Polly Perkins the smile was an odd
mixture of damaged pride and a desire to
hide the same by forced amusernent. Bhe
In turn cast & qulzsical look Into Haw-
thorne's glowering eyes and burst into a
peal of Ia ter,

“You know,” she Informed him, *[ am
not the Miss Polly Perkins you think I
am. I am her nlece’™ With that nhg
turned swiftly on her heeln and left Bob
Hawthorne standing  besids  the pink
chicken coop. He smiled as he went back
toward Jimm' w's garden and realized
that his B wers going to be more
interesting than he had expected.

"You know," she confided to him “two
nights later when they left the clubhouss
after a most | tango evenlng, I
hl"f & dreadful confession to make." Mines
Bob's eyes were anything but fear inapiring
Pollywontinued: “I saw you that day in Mr.

beon thrown inte the
mind, She forgot the
thing save the crushin
pendous calamity,
All at oncs sha ste
terror. PRed with .
Hhe had renched the tyy "
whenoa now all the further rene:‘ i
wan  vinible, But, wheprs tha o
;nn-pnl-d, Now  appenred only a £
ngged rent In the Hmestone, |
the sky peered down. : h“‘
An indescribable chaow 4
blacks, dehrin, dntrituy of .1r|
choked the river below : ang the
rent, suddenly blocked, now :
Inthering fury t 3

backgre
boy, M':i

E fact of

n

&

chnfed with
m;;-l_\'kf.nm obatacls,
rolen short off, ths
a hundred yards in Irnn!rlj:fh p,."
As she wtoodl there, Anaed l-lll
henrking the terrible cries that
those still not dead in the Piilng,
eeived mome of the folk Knthoreq “
brink of the new chasm More ‘h
kept coming from the weant halt
caves still left, And all, daz i and ot
like hersslf, stood thers poer nE dowy
vacant looks
Beatrice firat recoversd wi
understood the truth. Thia Cavery
of the folk, the burrowing i
Ing through the cliff, must have
some keystone, started soms =
broken down some vital ik of the .
With irresistible might it had topg’
#lid, erashed, leaped into tha cany
Ing with it how many lives wha :I'
All sho knew now was thiat re
be made of such as still Hivad, nnd
Lovdtien of the dead. must be recoversd,
Ho with fresh strength, utterly
of self, she ran pres’ mara duwn
terrnee, ealling to her folk
“"Men! My people! Down to [‘.
quickly ! Take hammears, hars,
swiftly I Snve the wounded! e
Thera was no slesp for ANy In thy
that day, that night, or the nexy
vast pila of debris rang with the s
blows, loudsar than sver movil rang;
the torches flared and sparkled n.&
jumhle of broken rock, heneath whick
Iny burled many dead—pone knew
many-—mevermores to ha seen of m...-'
iron bars bont double with the prying
BUIONE farms, |

(CONTINUED MONDAY.)

Farmer Smith’s
Column

CHILDREN

My Deare—IL seema to me that
I# Interested In children, and it is right
they should be, Our book Jditor hag
ront in to me a book, entitled “Tha
Education of the Child."”

WHY do you supposs our bosk
sent that book to me—beeauss he
opted in YOU —everybody s interestsd
Yo

I carefully elipped an articls out of
newspaper showing that the United
spent F400,000 (or o ke amount) in
Ing farmers how to raise plgs. The
went on to say that only §8000 was
by the United States in telling mgthers
to bring up their children,

Fixeuse mo if the figures nre wrong,

I hiadl made up my mind to write o
about this terrible articie when this
currsd ta me: It may bs that the
o not nesd to be taught hlow to raise
children, while the farmers may need to
taught how to raise ples!

I think this is a much better way of
ting it don't you?

Lot us thank the Covernment for
FR000 nnd ha th‘nkful thut mothers nre
ing ®o nicely. 1

When | was a boy and soma one
our gehool everybody had a chill, from
teacher down, while today wa have tha
cellent co-operation which in found I
FParent-Teacher Associations

Can't you make people MORE in
in your school®
Invite mmre peopls ta com
interested in YOU-—or ought to b
Your loving editor,

« FARMER SMITR

in

THE GOATVILLE SCHOOL

By Farmer Smith

UWhy bk it thnt 1 don't hear the Goatt
sehool bell any more?" asked Billy B
of hix good wife one morning. after
chilld Nannie had 1eft for schiool,

“Behool bells are out of fashion
daya” answersd Mrs, Bumpus, Then
dded: “Hy the way, Nannie wants
vome down and help out the Llues'

“I haven't the blues," sald Billy.
doos she mean?*

“You see, the school Ix divided inte
blues and the whites and our dear
Nannle is ono of the Mues, Every Ut
parent of one of the hlues comes dows
counts ten for thele gide.”

“It will eount twenty if T go. Whet
I learn if T do go?' asked Billy

“"You will learn how wonderful our
dren are—the children of today. It will
you good."

“In thers nnything to eat”' nsked B

“Come to think of It, Nannle s In
cooking olusa 1oday, and I know they
their owp lunch, and it you go | know
will b only too glad o give you
to eat, and—and they may axk you to.
i speech.” Mre, Bumpus looked at her
band with an amused eye. !

In a few minutes Billy was trofting
toward the Goatville school, Me
there just as the bell was ringing,

“My," ho sald to himself. “How
have changed !

The teacher had told Billy to riug
hell onee when he went to school,
he had rung It he ate n piece off and
to stay after school, He thought of
as he sald 1o himself: "I guess that it
they don't have n big bell any more” &
Billy Bumpus laughed softly 1o himselfs

An Bllly emtered the main lnaq he
Krécted by Miss Waflles Goul, the
cipal, who welcomed him with: “I'm
®lad o aea you, My, Bumpus. [ had
thit you were to comp and talk about
wild ducks and I'm delighted (o seo

"Wild ducks!" _exclalmed Billy.

“Yes: you are to come ebery daf
tell us stories about the birds and
and animuls we know so little abouts
wen, our schools are different than:
were when WE wera young." 3

“I should may they are,' sald Bills

“You are looked upon as one of the
goats in Gontville, und we are del
think that you are to talk to us,”

Goat, i v
“So am 1. 8o am 1." replled By
be outdone, “Do I have to talk !
dum?" P -
“No; but you see we are gosls AhS
“I know we are goats.” Interrupted
“but what bus that to do with my
to you about something— Bllly &
himself. He hated to tell how littie be '
about wild ducks or anything elsg for.
mattar. -
“Come w me," said Misa Gosb
kirls ure having cooking cluss
want to see‘you very much*
I will want (o ses them," t )
but he kept his thought to.hl .

Miss Goat led Billy the room
the cooking cluss was al work,
door was ppen, he the

ng.
"What have you for today ™
“I'mi afraid thore's not very

would like," Miss Goat.
blue-grams salad, stovelid
n vy, W S)



